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F th* mist of a black battle, each

Lays at his next, then makes a breach                300

Through th? entrails of another, whom

He sees nor knows when he did come,

Guided alone by rage and th' drum,

But stripping and impatient wild,

He finds too soon his only child:                        305

So our expiring desp'rate lover
Far'd, when arnaz'd he did discover
Lucasta in this nymph; his sin
Darts the accursed javelin

'Gainst his own breast, which she puts by,         310

With a soft lip and gentle eye,
Then closes with him on the ground;
And now her smiles have heal'd his wound,
Alexis too again is found ;

But not until those heavy crimes                       315

She hath kiss'd off a thousand times,
Who, not contented with this pain,
Doth threaten to offend again.

And now they gaze, and sigh, and weep,
Whilst each cheek doth the other's steep,           320

Whilst tongues as exorcis'd are calm;
Only the rhet'ric of the palm
Prevailing pleads, until at last,
They chained in one another fast,
Lucasta to him doth relate                                 325

Her various chance and diff'ring fate:
How chas'd by Hydraphil, and track'd,
The num'rous foe to Philanact,
Who, whilst they for the same things fight,
As bards' decrees and druids' rite,                       330

For safeguard of their proper joys
And shepherd's freedom, each destroys
The glory of this Sicily;
Since, seeking thus the remedy,
They fancy (building on false ground)                 335

The means must them and it confound,
Yet are resolved to stand or fall,
And win a little or lose all.

From this sad storm of fire and blood
She fled to this yet living wood;                         340

Where she 'mongst savage beasts doth find